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Saving Nikki 
CHAPTER |: The Dream Job 


As | look around my old room at my moms house | can still make out the outlines of where my posters of 
Nikki Sixx used to hang. He was definitely the only Rock Star crush | had ever had. None but him. | smile 
remembering the huge one of him that had hung over my bed. He was shirtless in it and i must have kissed 
that poster so many times that it was laminated in wax from my lipstick. | would dream of being able to go to 
a concert where | would meet him. | would romanticize about his lips and his hands, as well as a few other 


things. He was my dream, my perfect unattainable dream. 


Now here | stand in this strange empty room, 22 and leaving home for the first time. I've graduated from 
college and a few strings have been pulled for me. My dad has landed me a job at an agency that supplies 
assistants to the rich and famous. | was given a list of about a hundred celebrities to choose from. About 
halfway down the list my eyes fell across his name..Nikki Sixx. There was no need to read the rest. My mind 
was already made up and all the names | has already read simply vanished from my mind. So here | am, leaving 


home to fly to LA and meet my dreams. | AM NIKKI SIXX'S NEW ASSISTANT. 


| know everything there is to know about the fabulous Mr. Sixx. | know without him there would be no Motley 
Crue. It's all his dream, his lyrics, his persona and his ideas. I've read everything | can over the last 6 years 


about him. 


| know he's wild. | know he parties. | know he gets in trouble. However he is my Nikki, and to me he is perfect. 
I'm so excited not just to meet him but to spend time with him, lots of time. | just pray I'm not so star struck 
that | faint or something. 


When | arrive in LA I'm supposed to be picked up at the airport by his manager Doc. | understand he has 
special instructions he wishes to give me before taking me to Nikki's house. At this point I'm still to 
flabbergasted to give it a second thought. | can't believe | am Nikki Sixx's new assistant! So | pick up my bags 
and head out to the airport, nervous, tense, and so excited to finally meet him. 


chapter 2: The Special Request 


CHAPTER 2: The Special Request 


| step off of the plane and am hit in the face by the warm California heat. | have just flown across the 
country from Charleston, South Carolina | have gotten that much closer to meeting Nikki at long last. | begin 
seeing people holding signs. Finally | see my name written on one. It is being held by a tall man in a cheauffer's 
suit. | walk over to him with my heart pounding in my ears. 


‘I'm Jennifer Rossi," | nervously smile. 


"This way Miss," he replies rather expressionlessly as he takes my bags and starts walking in the opposite 


direction. 
| practically have to run to keep up with his long legged stride. | wonder what the big rush is but | don't ask. | 
just try to keep up. He leads me to a long black stretch limo and opens the door. | am all smiles as | excitedly 


step in As | breathlessly plop down on the seat | see a pudgy little man across from me. 


He smiles and extends his hand, "You must be Jennifer. lm Doc McGhee, manager for Motley Crue and your 


new boss." 


My boss | think to myself, isn't Nikki my boss??? "Oh.| was under the impression that..that | was someone 


else's assistant..." 
"You are going to assist one of my band members.uh Nikki Sixx. Do You know of him?" 


Instinctually | want to shout, quiz me, but | don't want to come off as a groupie wannabe. "He plays 


bass..right?" | casually ask. 


"Yes," he answers then pauses. His eyes nervously dart to his hands. "Nikki is more than just the bassist. He is 
the single most crucial member of the band..and the most." He stops mid sentence. 


"The most what?" | ask curiously. 


His eyes look up at mine with a sigh, "The most trouble." He pauses again and studies me for a moment. "Nikki, 
over the last several years has become terribly addicted to drugs, the worst being heroin" 


My lips part but | don't allow my jaw to drop. My Nikki is a heroin addict? How could | not know this? 


"We've worked very hard to keep this out of the press. We've tried to get him help but nothing is working. We 
just need someone to basically babysit him. We want to know where he is and what he's doing. We need 


someone to make sure he's where he needs to be on time. We need someone that can assist him with daily 


life.can you do this Miss Rossi?" 


| think for a moment and nod. It was Nikki Sixx. But | had no clue of what | was getting myself into. 


chapter 3: The Inner Sanctum 


CHAPTER 3: The Inner Sanctum 


Upon arriving at Nikki's house we were greeted by a tall iron fence and pillars with gargoyles on top of them. 
They were quite menacing. Doc rolled down the limo window and pressed a button on a keypad. He waited a 
moment but nothing happened. He pressed the button again and waited even longer. There was still nothing 
happening. Again he pressed the button with a disappointed sigh. 


"WHATI?" A voice yelled at him through the speaker box. It had to be Nikki. 

"Its Doc, open the damn gate," Doc yelled into the speaker. 

"I'm busy! What do you want?" The voice of my dearest Nikki answered hastily. 

"Ive got your new assistant. Open the gate," Doc adamantly urged. 

"You mean my fucking baby sitter?!" He snapped. "Go the fuck away! Come back tomorrow!" 


"Open this damn gate you little shit!" Doc fumed holding his ground firmly. Soon there was a buzzing noise and 
the iron gate began rolling back. 


| guess | expected a yard of the month or something. What | saw was anything but that. There was a fountain 
out front with no water in it. The grass wasn't plush and green but patchy and almost hay-like. There were 
some rose bushes but they were unkept and sickly looking. | tried to excuse it all by telling myself that this 


was a busy guy who had most likely not been home in six months. 


We got out of the limo and stepped up to the doorbell. After a minute or two when Nikki didn't answer Doc 
reached over to a gargoyle statue and pulled it forward. Underneath it was a key. He stuck it in the door and 
unlocked it. He took a step in the front door and | was eagerly at his heels. 


He turned and stopped me. "Slowly," he said almost as if he were warning mehe turned his leery eyes forward 
and slowly walked through the door. "Nikki!" He called out. He turned to me once more. "Just wait here. Ok?" 


| nod as he turns and goes down a hallway. | take this opportunity to survey my surroundings. It was awfully 
dark in there. Every curtain and shade was pulled shut and no light penetrated inside. It was freezing as if the 
ac was on it's lowest setting. My thoughts are broke off to the sound of them yelling back and fourth at one 


another. | can't make out what they're saying. Some time later Doc returns. 


"I'm sorry about this. Nikki's a bit.irritable.today. Just give him a second to.get in a better mood" He then 
turned to me more seriously and spoke softly as if he didn't want Nikki to hear him. "Look Miss Rossi.ln two 


weeks he is going back out on the road. The first week he's back he can be a real..asshole..what with the DT's 
and withdrawal and shit. Just keep him alive." 


| give him an odd look. 


‘Its a lot to ask, believe me i know. Nikki just isn't responding to any of us anymore, not even Tommy. We 


hoped that maybe a fresh new pretty face would do the trick" 

"l'm confused," | reply. "Am | an assistant or am | a nurse?" 

Doc sighed, "Just do your best. If you can't do it | understand." 

About that time | could make out a dark tangled mess of hair poking out from around the corner. There were 
eyes looking at me but | couldn't see them for the hair. It was Nikki. He walked forward, his arms wrapped 
around himself as if he were in pain trying to hold himself together. 


"Ah here he is," Doc smiled. "Nikki, this is your new assistant, Jennifer Rossi.’ 


He pulled his fingernails to his mouth and nodded at me. | stood there frozen as his hidden eyes scanned me 
from head to toe. | couldn't help but notice how pale he was and his edginess. 


"Hi, I'm Jennifer," | muster up the courage to say as | extend my hand out to him. 
He nods and extends his shaking hand out to me. "Nikki." 


| can't help but notice blotches and bruises and scabs all around the bend of his arm. | think he must have 


seen me looking because he quickly pulled his arm back and looked down, 
"She'll do," he replied flatly as he turned and began walking away. 


"Where are you headed Sixx? Back to your closet?" Doc asked him with a condesending tone. Nikki only shot him 
the bird over his shoulder and disappeared. "Well so much for the meet and greet," Doc sighed, "come on, I'll 
show you to the assholes guest room. Tonight just stick to your room. It has a bathroom. His majesty's room 
is at the end of the hall but just stay away. He has the damn guns out. I'll send someone over from security 


tomorrow to help you keep him in line. If you get scared or need anything I'm only a phone call away." 


| nod but I'm starting to have my doubts about being in a house with a drug addict and a loaded weapon. 
Should | be running for the hills screaming? What was | getting myself into here? 


chapter 4: Sympathy For The Devil 


CHAPTER 4: Sympathy For The Devil 


When | woke up the next morning things were quiet. | got up and got dressed and walked out of the room and 
found my way to Nikki's kitchen | was hungry but | didn't want to just scour his kitchen. So | stood there 
looking lost. Then like out of some dream Nikki appeared in the doorway. 


| gasped when | saw him. 


"Didn't mean to scare you," he softly slurred at me. | could actually see his eyes this morning but the hair 
was still a wild black tangled mess. His eyes were sunk into his blackened sockets. They were barely open. He 
stood so tall but was frightfully skinny. "I didn't have any food so | went and got you some donuts," he 


mumbled motioning to a box on the counter top. 
‘Oh..thank you." | nervously reply.He left the house in this shape? 


"Am | makin you nervous?" He asked taking a few steps closer to me. | don't know what to say at this point. 
‘lm not as fucked up as Doc makes me sound ya know," he says as he scratches the side of his face. "He just 


doesn't want the checks to stop flowing in" 
| can't help but notice a trail of dried blood on his arm. "Uh..you have some." | nervously point at it. 


His weary eyes glance down at his arm. He nervously tries to hide it. | walk over to the sink and wet a few 
paper towels and cross back over to him. | reach out for his arm and he lets me wipe it away. | can feel his 
eyes on me, studying me. l'm so nervous right now but | try not to show it. This is my biggest teenage crush 
standing here before me. He was a far cry from the poster | had laminated in lipstick, but it was still him. 


"Not the job you expected huh?" He asks with a slight hint of sarcasm. I'm not sure if it is directed at me or 
at himself. | didn't know how to answer. 


"You ok?" | question and glance at him. l'm close enough to make out the color of his eyes but it is difficult to 
see for the dilated pupils. | know they're supposed to be a pale grayish green, but there's so much black in the 


way. 


Nikki nods at me and gently takes me by the wrist that is wiping him. "I'm fine. Do you need anything else 
before | go to bed?" 


| shake my head no. Nikki staggers from the room and l'm all alone in his Rock Star mansion again 
| spend my day trying to tidy up his house a bit. It is littered with the evidence of a lot of partying. Beer cans 


sit on almost any and every flat surface. A tower of them is constructed on the coffee table. Spilled ashtrays 


have smutted up his tan carpet. Mystery stains are everywhere. | find bottles of Jack Daniels stashed in 
almost every cabinet, shelf and pantry. Drug related things lurk almost everywhere. White residue traces are 
on the glass coffee table. Rolled up bills are scattered about. Razor blades are here and there. Finally around 
three in the afternoon l'm done and starving. The donuts are long gone and | know nothing else is here. | decide 
to order take out, but | don't know Nikki's address. | know it may be midnight before he wakes up. | look around 
trying to find some mail or something but can't seem to. Eventually Im left with no option but to wake him up 


and ask him. 


| walk down the hall to his bedroom door. All seems quiet inside his room. | tap at the door but there is no 
response. | know he's either out cold or plain dead. | reach for the knob expecting it to be locked, but to my 
surprise it isn't. | slowly push the door open and see Nikki in his bed. He is sort of propped up, his head dangling 
over, one foot rested on the floor, with a bottle of Jack still clutched in his hand. | thought the rest of the 
house was bad. | could see a pile of empty Jack bottles smashed in the corner of the room. There were holes 
in the sheet rock. Cigarette burns were all over the floor. | could see a blackened bent spoon by the bed. 
Cigarettes had been sniffed out on the night stand. Candy wrappers were scattered everywhere. | saw more 
womens undergarmets draped everywhere than | did his dirty clothes. Candle wax had melted down and fused a 
candle to his night stand. A needle lay in the bed next to him, along with a torn open and scattered bag of 
cotton balls. 


| walk over to him and work up the nerve to wake him. "Mr. Sixx," | say softly but he doesn't budge. "Mr. Sixx," 
| say again, this time louder. He still doesn't respond. | reach out to nudge him "Nikki," | almost shout. He jerks 


in the bed startled and spills the Jack everywhere. 


"What the fuck do you want?" He yells at me as he jumps up out of the wet bed. "Why the fuck are you in 


my room?!" 

I'm so rattled by his anger that | can't even speak. | just stand there in shock 

"Well?!" He impatiently asks as he slings whiskey from his finger tips. 

"LI was hungry..a-and was just about to order something but | didn't know your address." 

"Well how the fuck should | know?" He yelled ripping the sheets off the bed. They were filthy anyway. "Fucking 
call Doc and ask him!" He climbed back onto the stripped bed and peered at me frozen to his floor."Good fucking 


bye!" 


| quickly turn and exit his room. 


chapter 5: Can You Say Split Personality 


CHAPTER 5: Can You Say Split Personality 


Well | made it through a whole week here at Nikki's dope den. It's been one crazy week full of loud parties, 
strippers, other whacked out musicians, drug dealers and Joe the security guy sent up to help me with Nikki. 
Joe snorts more coke than Nikki | think Thanks a bunch Doc. So how do | spend my time you ask? Hiding in 
Nikki's guest room for the most part. | don't drink really and | certainly don't do drugs. So | just hide out and 


listen. 


| check on Nikki from time to time to make sure he's still breathing. Its a miracle he is. He's alternating 
between shooting coke and heroin, sometimes it's a cocktail of both. He always has a bottle of Jack in his hand. 
For the most part he just ignores the fact that Im here. Sometimes he sends me out after things. He lets me 
drive is awesome car though. He's a very moody guy and | never know what kind of mood he's going to be in 


Its scary sometimes when | find him puking his brains out. 
Sometimes | find him just passed out anywhere. The other day he spent the entire day locked in his closet 
screaming about Mexicans. Then a dope dealer came and he seemed to settle downSlowly my nieve little 


childhood fantasies are getting a grasp of reality. 


| walk to the door of my room and prepare myself for another day in this rock stars whacked out hell. When | 
open the door Nikki is on his stomach in the hallway. 


He's scribbling on paper. He looks up at me and smiles genuinely. "Hey Ginger.’ 
Its Jennifer," | correct him. "What are you doing down there?" 


"Ohya know, just writing in my diary before | forget.Note..new assistant is Jennifer..not Ginger.." he spoke 
writing it down as he said it. 


"But why are you in the hallway?" | ask. 

‘Its private and its my hallway," he says continuing to write. He glances up at me. "There's a couple of chicks 
passed out in my room. | was afraid they'd just want to fuck me or want my dope if | woke them up..so l'm 
here in the hallway. There's no windows here so | feel safer. The fucking Mexicans can't see me here." 

Not the Mexicans again | think to myself. 

Nikki lets out a slight laugh as he sees the fear creeping over my face. "I'm kidding Jen.no Mexicans today." He 


sits up indian style and looks at me for a moment. He looks deep in thought. "Ya know..you could be hot if you 
tried. Why don't you let me take you shopping? | can't have my assistant dressed like this." 


"oh..no | couldn't." 


"Sure you can.look at it like this, it's less money | can use to spend on drugs.Come on you'll be doing me a 


favor. I'll even shower..and you can drive. Come on what do ya say?" 
"0-0k" 


Nikki sprung from the floor in a single bound. "Great.| just need you to do a little recon mission into my room 


and fetch me some clothes. l'm using this shower so | don't wake up those girls." 


| smile and nod. Nikki disappears into my room and | quietly sneak into his. | see not two but three girls 
sprawled out on his bed totally naked. | walk to his dresser and find socks but no underwear. | don't even see 
dirty ones. Finally it crosses my mind that Nikki probably doesn't wear them since he wears so much leather. | 
shut a drawer and a girl shifts in the bed. | pause and then cross over to the closet to get him some clothes. 
Everything he owns seems to be black, leather, or torn | rumage through the options and come out with a 
pair of leather pants and a silkish shirt with polka dots on it. 


| return with the items to my room and knock on the door. "Nikki | have your clothes." 

"Bring em in," | can hear him shouting over the water running. 

What? | think to myself. Then | realize that this is Nikki Sixx, why the hell would he be shy? | open the door 
and walk in trying my best not to look at the outline of his naked body through the showers glass door. | can't 
resist just one peek. As | look | see Nikki turn to me and smile. He completely busts me checking him out but 
he seems amused by it. He turns another direction as if he's giving me a better view. | quickly put the clothes 
down and rush out. Outside | can't help but smile. | saw him naked Wow. 

About twenty minutes later Nikki emerges clean and dresses and freshly shaved. His hair is wet and not styled 
in his signature Nikki Sixx style. He looks the best I've seen since | got here. Those leather pants conform to 
every contour of his butt and muscular thighs. And today | can actually see his beautiful eyes. There is black 
there, but not so much today. The darkness of his clothes and his hair really make them stand out. 

"Ya ready Jen?" He asks me. 

| can only nod. We walk out and are face to face with one of the naked girls from the bedroom. 

"Nikki.hey baby, there you are..come back to bed" 

"Nah..| gotta go..and you gotta go." He shakes his head. 


"Who's this bitch?" She asks snarling at me. 


Nikki looks to me and shrugs, "Jennifer..." 

The naked girl smirks and looks me up and down. "You slummin' Nikki?" 

"Bitch at least he knows my name!" | snap. Nikki looks to me and busts out laughing. 
"Time to go," He crosses his arms smiling at the girl. 


"Whatever you fucking suck in bed anyway. | only fucked you because you're Nikki Sixx." 

"So whats the hold up then?" | ask. The naked bitch rolls her eyes and storms off. 

Fake tittys," Nikki mumbles then turns to me. "Aren't we a mean ass little kitty when we wanna be?" 

| shyly smile. 

"Glad you're on my side..shit," he shakes his head as we start outside. When we get outside | hear him moan at 
the sunlight and put on a pair of shades. 

"You ok?" | ask. 


He nods and forces a smile to his face. "yeah lets do this." 


chapter SIXX: Down The Drain 


CHAPTER SIXX: Down The Drain 


Nikki took me shopping. He really only required me for the visual and size aspects of things because he only 
bought me what he wanted to see me in. | looked like one of his cheap bimbos with tight mini skirts, fishnets, 
and high heels, but whatever keeps him happy right? The clothes | suppose aren't that horrible. Overall Nikki is 
actually quite good at picking out womens clothes..go figure. Next i suppose he will be giving me a makeover. | 
know he has to be able to apply eyeliner like nobodys business. 


After shopping he asks me if I'm hungry. | say yes so he takes me to a resteraunt somewhere downtown 
where a rock star definately doesnt fit in. Nor does my Nikki Sixx approved apparel. Yet, we sit there amongst 
the stares and wait on our food to be served. l'm not even sure what | ordered because everything on the 


menue was written in Italian Nikki tells me | ordered pasta. 

"So Jen.where are you from?" He asks me figiting with the corner of his dinner napkin 
"Charleston," | reply. 

"Oh, southern belle and shit huh?" 

"no," | smile. "What about you?" | politely ask although | already know the answer. 


"From lots of places..LA mostly." His eyes start to dart about the room. He seems nervous. l'm not sure if it is 


because of all the people gawking at us or for some other underlying reason. 
"So how long have you been on heroin?" | flatly ask him. 


His eyes dart up to mine and he acts as if he doesnt know hat to say. "A-a while," he sighs sitting up 
straighter in his chair. | cant help but notice his skin is starting to have an oily shine to it. "Look Jennifer," he 
says focusing on his dinner napkin again, "| have people preaching that ‘you gotta stop' shit at me all fucking 
day. We're gonna be spending a lot of time together so lets not get off on the wrong foot. This is a job and 


there are rules here." 

| nod slowly. "ok Boss..so what are my rules then?" 

Nikkis eyes look at me then float away. "Dont ask me to stop. Dont tell me | cant do this and | cant do that. 
Dont run off to management and tell them ‘Oh Nikki did this’. Just be on my team..their team is full. Team Sixx 


needs some players. Are you with me?" 


| nod and say yes despite the fact that Motley Crue's management wanted the complete opposite. From day 


one I've wanted to be team Sixx. Surely | can keep him alive like Doc asks without selling him out. 


"Good," he sighs and forces a fake smile to his face. "Now since we have that cleared up..welcome to team 


Sixx." 

| smile. "I have rules too you know.’ 

He sighs and gives me a crooked half grin. "Of course you do.hit me..what are they?" 

"That you will never publicly embarrass me. That you show me the respect | show you. That you will not run 
off and leave me wondering where you are. That you will do everything expected of you and Motley Crue. And 


most importantly.. you wont die on me." 


Nikki's eyes flutter down. "0-ok," he nods without looking me in the eyes. | can tell by his body language that 


hes lying to me, but | don't care. Maybe l'm still too star struck in his presence. 

A moment later our food is brought out and sat before us. | practically dive in head first. Living at Nikki's is 
like being on a starvation diet. It seems as if he never eats anything but junk food. He definately never buys 
groceries. So I'm going broke just trying to eat take out once a day. What can | say, team Sixx has a great diet 
plan. | eventually notice that Nikki has barely touched his food. He is instead swirling it around with his fork. 
Occasionally he nibbles at it and puts it back down, 

‘Something wrong with your food?" | ask but he doesnt reply. "Whats wrong its not Hersheys and Doritos?" 

He still doesnt reply right away. He brings a small bite to his mouth and chews it for an eternity without 
swallowing. "Real food just doesnt taste right anymore. Its like I've forgotten how to eat," he shrugs laying his 
fork down. "Nothing tastes like its supposed to..all | can taste is salty or sweet.hot,cold.wet or dry." 


| continue eating. "So how long is this tour?" 


He looks down shaking his head and softly replies, "I dont even know anymore. Seems like it never stops." | 


notice the way he starts to figit in his seat with his eyes darting around again. 

Suddenly a teenage girl approaches him with a shred of paper. 

"Can | have your autograph?" she eagerly smiles. 

| watch the way he just flips a switch and turns on his charm. "Sure," he smiles at her as she proceeds to tell 
him how much of a fan she is. He scribbles his name and a few words and hands it to her. She squeals and 
rushes off. 


| look at Nikki. "Whats that like? People recognizing you and wanting an autograph or a picture?" 


"Sometimes | love it.but sometimes its like a fucking curse," he sighs shifting his weight. "you about done? Im 


ready to split.” 


lm not done eating yet." 
He sighs deeply, "Cant you get it to go?" 
"Why are you in such a hurry to go all of the sudden?" 


His eys ony dart around as he shifts his weight again trying to be patient, but it doesnt last. He flags a 
waitress and gets the food to go. When we get back to his car I've barely cranked it before his is pulling a 


needle from his boot. 


"Woah! What the hell are you doing?" | ask 
He replies with nonchalance, "I'd think that would be pretty obvious." 


| see a light sweat starting to form on his forehead. | dont want to watch but how can | keep from it? He 
jerks his belt off, wraps it around his arm tightly holding it in his teeth. He slaps at his arm and frantically 
searches for a vein. Inside the syringe is a brownish golden liquid. He sticks the tip of the needle in his skin and 
pulls backwards on the plunger. He then slides the needle even deeper under his skin and does it again. This 
time a stream of red blood clouds into the brown liquid. He starts to shove the plunger down releasing the 


bloody mixture into his vein. 


| watch as his body starts to relax. The belt slips from his teeth. His eyes start to droop. He just sits there 
with his hand still on the needle, not yet moving. Is he awake | wonder to myself. | listen as his breathing takes 
on a different form. Eventually his eyes crack open slightly and he pulls the needle from his arm. He puts the 
cap back on it and slides it back into his boot. With multiple delayed reactions he turns to me. 


"You gonna go or what?" 


chapter 1: Whats Too Much 


CHAPTER 7: What's Too Much 


A week later my world was crumbling. | had gone back out on tour with Nikki. We were in Toronto. Nikki began 
sweating on the plane ride. He got even paler than normal. By the time we were landing he has a terrible runny 
nose. He was starting to develop a fever. | though he was coming down with something despite the fact that 
he must have killed about 30 something airplane sized bottles of Jack. | urged him to see a doctor but he said 
he was fine. As the day progressed he only got worse and a lot drunker. Just before the show he got some 
coke from Tommy and shot it up. It seemed to make him a little better. At least he could move without having 
an apparent drag to him. While he was on stage he seemed to be ok It was then that Doc cornered me with an 


inquisition 

"Hows our boy doing?" He asks me. 

"Fine," | lie. 

"Is he going through withdrawal yet?" 

"Im not sure really.| mean | dont really know the signs." 

"Flu like symptoms," he answers. 

Well this explains the plane ride. "He seems fine," | reply motioning to him on the stage. 

| guess this pleases Doc because he leaves. 

After the show | see Nikki walking toward me. | can see how exhausted he seems. He pauses his stride and 
leans against the wall. 


"You ok?" | ask 


His knees seem to give out and he almost falls but | grab him and help support him. | dont know if | should get 


him help or not. He throws an arm around my shoulders. 

"Help me back to the hotel." 

| put my arm around his waist and help him walk down the corridor with the aid of the wall. Joe spots us and 
helps me walk him out of the arena and to a limo. Just before we help him in he stops to vomit. It smells like 


straight Jack and appears to be nothing but that. 


"Nikki what do | do?" | ask. 


He shakes his head, "Just get me to the hotel." 


Once we get him in the limo he lays his head down in my lap taking me by surprise. | can feel the sweat in his 
hair on my legs. He's burning up. "Nikki.is this withdrawal?" | ask. | can feel his head nodding in my lap. | look 
down at his profile and move his sweaty hair out of his eyes. | can feel him trembling. "Its going to be ok." | 


reflexively say. 
The truth was | didnt have a clue how it was going to be. | feel Nikki's hand making a fist with the hem of my 
skirt clutched in his grip. | then feel him throwing up at my feet, but its only a trickle this time. He is mostly 


dry heaving. | dont know what else to do so | stroke his back as he continues drawing up into dry heaves. 

We get back to the hotel and get Nikki out of the limo where he vomits yet again. Joe and | drag him to the 
elevator down a hall and to his room. | help him get his boots and shirt off and lying in the bed. I'm about to 
leave his room when | hear him faintly mumble. 

"Stay.please." 

| look at him helpless and dripping wet on the bed. | nod alright. He quickly tries to get up. | know he must need 
to vomit again. | rush to his side to help get him in the bathroom. He falls to his knees in front of the toilet 
and begins heaving. When he moves his head away | can see it is crimson red with blood. "Nikki!" | gasp. 

"lts nothing," he pants as he rests his face on the cool seat of the toilet. | can see a touch of blood on his lip. | 
rush to the sink and wet a cloth and lower myself down on my knees next to him. | wipe it from his mouth 
and dab at his sweat. 


"N-Nikki | dont know what to do," | say in a panic stricken voice. 


| see his shaking hand reach up and gently cup my wrist. His eyes meet with mine. He looks so tired and sick 
and wiped out. "This is good," he nods. 


| know hes trying to assure me that everything will be ok, but this is anything but ok. | have never done this 


before. I've never been around it. | know I'm not helping at all. "Should | get a doctor?" 


He shakes his head and closes his eyes. A minute later he starts struggling to get up. | help him back to the 
bed. "You think you could find me some pills. need something for sleep..T-Bone will help you get them." 


"N-no Nikki.'m not leaving you," | shake my head adamantly. 


"lll be alright.please | need something..this hurts Jen.please..please help me." 


chapter 8: Looking Up 
CHAPTER 8:Looking Up 


About a week later Nikki seemed much better. He was still pale. He still hardly ever ate. He still drank way too 
much and consumed every drug he could get his hands on. Luckily heroin wasn't one of them. As the traces of 
Heroin worked their way out of Nikki's system | began watching him simply come alive again. When he met his 
fans the smile on his face was genuine and not forced. When he was on the stage he seemed to really be 
enjoying it. Nikki even had a practical joking kind of sense of humor. His pranks usually went way too far but 
people laughed. When him and Tommy were together you never know what these two would come up with. 
They would lock people in their rooms or get them to come to the door and throw messy things in their faces. 
They would steal limos from their drivers and make them chase them around a parking lot. They would lock 
their bus driver off of the tour bus and wave at him through the windows. Nikki was a complete fire bug. He 
was always setting fire to things with hairspray and rubbing alcohol. He would light up hotel room doors, beds, 
carpets, trash cans, just anything he could when he got bored. Still it was nice seeing him laugh and smile. Nikki 
had the most amazing smile. It was so much nicer than the rest of the guys. It was warm and glowing and you 
believed it was so innocent. | knew better, | knew it was the gleam of the devil instead. However, | didnt mind | 


was liking the playful little devil side of Nikki. 


"JEN!" Nikki burst through my hotel room door. Tommy was at his heels like the playful side kick puppy he 


was. 
"Me and T-Bone are going out, come with us." 

"Yeah," Tommy nods vigerously. 

"No..you two go, stay out of trouble." | say. 

"But thats why you gotta come," Nikki smiles, "we cant stay out of trouble." 

"Yeah we need a voice of reason," Tommy nods again 

"Like you two listen to me," | roll my eyes. 

‘Oh come on," Nikki whines, "you're not being a very good baby sitter." 

"Yeah whats wrong with you, you cant let two kids go out alone," Tommy says looking at me befuddled. 


"Its your job Jen.its your job to follow me around and keep me out of trouble. | think Doc would be pissed if 
you didnt go." Nikki nods at me with all seriousness. 


"Yeah..yeah, Doc would be pissed," Tommy agreed with the same serious look. 


| roll my eyes with a smile that gives in 
"Yeaaaa," They both cheer and drag me from the room by my wrists. 


"Where are we going?" | ask as they drag me. 
"We're going.” Tommy begins but Nikki gives him a look and mumbles. 


"Ixnay on the ippersstray." 
| look to them both, "Wait a minute..l am not going to a strip club." 


"Yes you are," Nikki tugs at me. "thats where we are going and you're going with us.so you're going to a strip 


club." 


| put on my brakes the best | can when | have two guys over six feet tall dragging me. "No way..absolutely 
not." | protest. 


It ll be great," Nikki says dragging me harder. 

"Yeah..a chic in a strip club is like a magnet to strippers," Tommy says dragging me too. 

Obviously | was not getting out of this. So | went to my first strip club with two of the bad boys from Motley 
Crue. It was insane. Strippers were all over us and money was flying all over the place. Nikki and Tommy must 
have dropped a couple grand each. | guess the strippers could smell the money because they treated them like 
they were the only guys there. Whiskey flowed like water and coke came down like snow. They crammed shot 
after shot down my throat and | don't drink. It wasn't long before my world was spinning and | was getting a 


sick feeling. 


"| think I'm gonna be sick," | mumble thinking no one can hear me. | guess Nikki did though because he got me 


into the bathroom just as | blew chunks all over the toilet. 
"You're ok," | hear him say as he pulls my hair back and holds it. "Its ok, Ill take you back to the hotel.” 


After | puke my brains out Nikki holds me around my waist and walks me out of the club back to the limo. He 
gets in with me and tells the driver to take us back. 


"N-no..you stay," | tell him. 
"Its ok.lm all out of singles anyway," he smiles. 


"But what about Tommy?" | ask 


"Hes like a dog.he always sniffs his way home." 


| guess | passed out because the next thing | know I'm looking at the hotels carpet and walls but its upside 
down. | lift my head to see that Nikki has me in his arms carrying me down the hall to my room. Joe opens 
my door for Nikki and he carries me inside. He lays me down on the bed and takes off my heels. | try to 
mumble things like thank you, but | don't think they come out this way. 


"Its cool," Nikki smiles down at me. He climbs onto the bed next to me and pulls me over to him so that my 
head is resting on his chest. "Just returning the favor." | can feel his hand stroking my hair. Im almost out 


again but | think | hear him softly humming. Who knew he could be so sweet. 

The next morning | awake to a sun ray shining in my eyes. My head feels like railroad workers have been 
driving spikes in it all night. | feel movement under me and raise my head. | looked and am shocked to see Nikki 
sprawled out on my bed asleep. What was he doing there? e and | are both fully clothed so Im confident and 
relieved that no hanky panky went on last night. Then fuzzy memories began creeping into my brain about the 
strip club and getting sick. Had Nikki taken care of me? He feels me moving and opens his eyes. 

"Morning sunshine," he stretches with a yawn, "hows the head?" 


| grumble slightly and bury my face in the bed. | hear him chuckle slightly. 


"I know just what you mean.here | got what you need,” he says and reaches for a half empty bottle of Jack 
by the bed. He shoves it at me and | turn my head. 


"Ugh..no way." 

"No, you need to drink some of it.Asprin wont fix this." 
"Neither will that.it caused it" 

"Itll take it all away Jen.trust me." 


| study the sincerity on his face. Against my better judgement | take the bottle from Nikki and notice his hand 
is shaking slightly. 


"Are you alright?" | ask him. 


"l'Il be a lot better once you take a drink and give me that bottle back." So | pull it to my mouth and take a sip. 
"More," Nikki instructs me. | take another sip and choke it down as the hair on my arms stands on end. "Would 
you stop being a pussy and get a drink," He frowns. | put the bottle to my mouth a third time and Nikki 
pushed the bottom of the bottle up filling my mouth. "There..that'll do" He proceeds to take the bottle from 


me and kill it in one drink. 


"How can you drink that like that?" | ask shaking off the whiskey shivers. 
He slightly smiles, "Lots of practice." 


Surprisingly within 20 minutes | felt as good as new. Nikki however was just getting started. He pulls a vial of 


coke from his pocket and glances at me. 
"Dont worry.| dont have any needles right now." 


He pours all of the coke out onto the night stand and brings out a credit card and a hundred dollar bill from 
his wallet. He starts separating it out into lines. He rolls the bill between his thumb and index finger. 


"Ya want some?" He asks. | adamantly shake my head no. "More for me," he shrugs and leans over it with the 


bill to his nose and sucks it up like a vaccume cleaner. 


Then he does it again in the other nostril. He leans his head back sniffling and waiting for it to work its way 
down his throat. He then leans back over it for more. Within fifteen minutes all the coke is gone and Nikki is 


chipper and ready to start his day. 


chapter 9: The Gesture 


CHAPTER 9: The Gesture 


The months drag by and life at the circus is anything but simple and easy. Nikki has me on the scariest wild 
roller coaster ride imaginable. Just when everything looks as though hes slowing down someone gives him 
drugs or he sniffs them out like a hound in heat. Luckily the heroin is scarce but when he can get it he 
devours it. If he could buy it he would kill himself in one night. Out here on the road only one person seems 
concerned with Nikki's welfare besides me and thats Tommy. | dont think anyone knows Nikki like Tommy seems 
to. Tommy has a way of just swooshing Nikki out of a place that may potentially be loaded with heroin. He 
really is his best friend. However, | cant help but notice that Nikki drags Tommy down. He always talks Tommy 
into doing things he probably wouldnt do on his own. Nikki seems to be the bad influence in their relationship. 
Tommy will do anything Nikki asks him to do. Its like hes always waiting on Nikki's approval and a pat on the 
head. 


My thoughts are startled by the sound of glass breaking in the room next to mine. It is accompanied by loud 


yells and women screaming. Before | can get up Tommy is bursting through my door. 
Call down to the lobby and tell em to send a doc up dude..Nikki is freaking the fuck out!" 


| quickly call for help and send them to Nikki's room. | rush next door to see Nikki repeatedly stabbing himself 
with a needle in the arm on the floor screaming "IM NOT NIKKI! IM NOT NIKKI!" 


Tommy is doing the best he can to get the needle away from Nikki but Nikki is swinging at him. "Dude! Calm 
the fuck down..You're just fucked up dude!" 


Nikki only continues to scream. "IM NOT NIKKI! IM NOT NIKKI!" He stabs at himself again. 


"OK DUDE! YOURE NOT NIKKI MAN! DUDE STOP STABBING YOUR GODDAMN ARM!" Tommy is trying 
desperately to get the needle away but Nikki is protecting it with all hes worth. 


| stand helpless as the blood splatters the walls. | can see nothing but tears of confusion streaming down 
Nikki's twisted face. | feel so helpless. | want to help but | just don't know how. About that time Tommy sucker 
punches Nikki and it dazes him long enough to get the needle out of his hand. Tommy quickly tosses the bloody 


syringe to me. 


| instinctively just try to hide it. About that time the doctor makes it there. Even he seems a bit taken back 
by the sight of all the blood. Nikki and Tommy both are a mess. Tommy throws Nikki, who is still screaming to 
the top of his lungs that hes not Nikki, down on the bed and tries to pin him with his weight. This does no good 
because Tommy doesnt weigh a buck o five soaking wet. Nikki rolls him onto the floor with no problem. The 
doctor just stands there turning pale. Nikki thrusts himself back against the headboard of the bed. He looks like 
a frightened wild animal about to attack anything that gets near him. | slowly walk towards him. 


"Jen dont," Tommy says getting up off the floor. 


| ignore him and proceed even closer to Nikki. | pull a terrified smile to my face and look into Nikki's panic 


stricken eyes. 


"Frankie." | say apprehensively. Nikki doesnt freak so | slowly sit next to him. Before | know whats happening 
Nikki is burying his face in my chest and sobbing like a two year old as he clutches at my clothes. 


"Im not Nikki." he sobs. 

"Its ok Frankie," | say as | gently wrap my arms around him. "Its ok.lets let the doctor look at your arm..ok?" | 
can feel him nod and extend his arm past me to the doctor. The doctor who is terrified immediately gives Nikki 
a sedative shot of some sort. "Its ok." | continue saying until | feel Nikki becoming less tense in my arms. 
About that time Doc is rushing in with Joe. 

"What the fuck?!" He asks in disbelief. 

Tommy can only look at him and shrug. 

"What did he take?" The doctor asked looking around at us all. | shake my head not knowing. 

"Dude | have no idea," Tommy shrugs. "lve never seen him like this before." 

"What happen you miss a vein Nikki?" Doc asks sarcastically. 


Nikki slowly shakes his head and slurs, "Im not Nikki.” 


"Oh." Doc nods in adgitation, "Thats good because | thought for a moment that my bass player.Nikki Sixx was a 
bloody fucking mess." 


"Im not Nikki," he continues slurring burying his face back into my chest. 

"Oh well.problem solved then Miss Rossi, can | speak to you for a moment" Doc motions for me. 
"No," | shake my head, "Im not leaving him." 

"Youre not.lf you value your job you will get your ass into this hallway.Now!" Doc yells at me. 
"Dude she had nothing to do with this," Tommy shouts. 


"Yes | can see that! Shes supposed to prevent shit like this from ever happening! Where were you Miss Rossi? 


Why is Nikki all bloody and fucked up?" Doc yells. 


"Dude everything was fine," Tommy began, " Nikki hasnt done anything but some coke and drink some..then he 
just freaked the fuck out screaming he wasnt Nikki. Then he just fucking starts stabbing himself over and 
over. | think hes lost his fucking mind dude..it aint Jens fault." 

"Clean this goddamn shit up," Doc says then disappears. 

The doctor starts cleaning Nikki up. Tommy stands watching. Nikki is watching too with his head rested on my 
chest. Every time the doctor wipes the blood away more just instantly comes to the surface. Nikki's arm looks 
like a buckshot wound. He seems mezmurized almost, like hes created some beautiful masterpiece of art. 
"Damn dude," Tommy sighs wiping his face with a towel. 

"You should go get cleaned up now," | tell Tommy, "hes ok now." 

"You sure?" He asks. 

| nod and rest my head on top of Nikki's. | continue to hold him until the doctor is done and has bandaged his 
arm. | then lay him back and go into the bathroom to wet a towel to clean him. | return and look at his face 
which is now calm and mellow. Im still unsure if his wits have come back to him yet or if hes still not Nikki. | 
wipe the blood from his face as his green eyes scan mine. He looks so innocent and almost child like. You would 
never believe that 20 minutes ago this sweet face was a raging dangerous maniac. 

"You ok?" | ask His eyebrows furrow a bit but he doesnt answer. | continue to wipe the blood from his skin 
"Theres no scaring you away is there?" He eventually mumbles. 

| smile, "| guess not" 


He nods, "Good.lm really counting on that." His eyes scan me some more. "Did | get all this blood on you?" 


‘Its ok," | assure him. "Im just glad youre ok." 


chapter 10: The Softer Side 


CHAPTER 10: The Softer Side 

| hear a light knock at my door and turn in the darkness to look at the clock Its almost 3am. | get out of bed 
and walk to the door and | hear the knocking again | havent a clue who it could be. The knock doesnt suggest 
that there is anything wrong. Humm | wonder. Who could it be. 

"Who is it?" | ask through the door. 

"Nikki." 

| unlock my door wondering all the while what brings Nikki to my room so early..or late depending on how you 
look at it. | open the door and he is propped in the doorway with his smug litle half grin and a bottle of Jack 
dangling from his hand at his side. 

"Can | come in?" He smiles at me with an innocent look. 

"What are you doing here? Its 3am." 

"My room is otherwise occupied," he says pushing his weight off the door and walking in 


"Well quit letting trashed girls pass out in there," | say closing the door. 


"| didnt..these two seem to like each other waaaay more than they like me," he shrugs and plops down on my 


bed 

| can only shake my head with a smile 

"Anyway," he says, ‘ld rather be where Im semi wanted. that is if you.’ 
Was he trying to get me to say | wanted him? 


"| guess you can hang out a bit" | sit down on the end of the bed and flip on the TV. It begins casting shadows 


on the walls and illuminating Nikki's face. 
Nikki takes a drink. "| want to thank you for putting up with all of my bullshit.not many people can" 
"Well. my personal cross to bear." Nikki extends the bottle of Jack out to me. | shake my head no. 


"Come on Jen.drink a little with me. | wont let you get drunk this time, | promise." 


| sigh and take the bottle. | turn it up and get a chug from it that makes him proud. He smiles and | hand it 


back. We sit in silence for a few moments. 
"why do you put up with me?" he smiles and looks to me tenderly. 


| look down and shrug. Maybe | should just tell him the truth. "One day when | was about lb | was reading a hit 
parader magazine..|m flipping through it and the little quarter folded centerfold they used to put in them falls 
out. | pick it up off the floor and unfold it. | see this guy holding a guitar, no shirt.leather pants.hair like he 
stuck his finger in a light socket..There was no name at the bottom so | went flipping back through the 
magazine to try to see who it was. | come across this article about the bad boys of rock So | read it. | see an 
inset picture and it says ‘Nikki Sixx sure knows how to entertain a crowd’. | matched the picture to the poster 
and figured out it was you." | glance at Nikki and can see hes hanging on my every word. "I tack the poster to 
my wall next to Jordan Knight from New Kids On The Block. There was just something about you | was drawn 
to.| began reading every interview of you | could get my hands on. | would cut out the pictures and put them 
on my walls. | would send away for mail order posters..within six months there was nothing but Nikki Sixx on 
my walls..until the day | went away to college there was nothing but you on them. | guess you could say you 


were my teenage crush." 

Nikki smiles sadly and glances down. 

"Wow..you must find me pretty disappointing.” 

A part of me wants to say no, the other yes, | can only look down. 


"I know what its like to meet the posters on your walls..l know the joy you feel when theyre just as fucking 


awesome as you always imagined they would be. | also know how shitty it feels when your heroes disappoint 


you... 


‘Im not disappointed," | whisper shaking my head. | can feel a teardrop rolling down my cheek. 


Nikki sits up and reaches a hand over to my cheek. With the back of two fingers he wipes the tear away. "Its 


ok Jen.lm disappointed in me too." 


| glance up at the genuinely sympathetic look on his face. | can see his eyebrows furrow as he stares at me. | 


can almost read his mind and feel his thoughts. 

"Youre too beautiful for this circus..on the inside and out." He strokes my cheek again 
| dont wanna turn all that beauty into something else," he says softly. 

| reach up and lightly touch his hand. "You wont." 


Nikki leans his lips towards mine. He stops just short of them. | can smell the whiskey and cigarettes on his 


breath and Im not even offended. | can see his eyes and wrinkled brow. | can almost see the wheels turning in 


his brain. He wants to kiss me but hes holding back. 

"| shouldnt do this," he whispers. 

| reach up and lightly touch my hand to the side of his face. "Its ok," | whisper. 

| see his eyes close and soon feel the warmth of his lips brush across mine softly. Then | feel his hand twine 
onto my hair on the back of my neck. | can hear him draw in a breath and part my lips with his. | feel his 
tounge softly caressing mine. | could have died right there. | had never been kissed so perfectly or felt so 
much from one. All | could think about was sum beams shining through clouds as angels sang. | had dreamed 
so much of this moment as a teenager. It was even better than in my childhood fantasies. Nikki had to have 
been the worlds best kisser. After a moment | can feel Nikki's arms lowering me back across the bed. He 
kisses me a moment longer then hesitates. | open my eyes to see that same scrunched brow expression 

| cant do this to you Jen" 

"Its ok," | whisper softly. 

He softly shakes his head. "Its not fair to you." 

"Its ok," | repeat myself trying to tug him closer. 

"| can never be what you need Jen.what you deserve..” 

"Youre all | need." 

Nikki shuts his eyes for a moment. "I dont want to break you heart." 

"Then dont." 

His eyes focus on my lips, longing for them. "Im no good Jen" 

"Nikki dont say that" 


"lts true," he sighs, "Im nothing but a junkie." 


"youre more than that to me," | say stroking the side of his face. "youre everything to me.my sweet 
everything." 


| can see his eyes clouding with tears as he gently touches his lips to mine again 


chapter Il: Making Ht Work 

CHAPTER Il: Making It Work 

| awake the next morning with a smile as | feel Nikki stroking my arm. | open my eyes to see him hovered over 
me. He still hasnt lost the concerned look with furrowed brows. | dont understand why its still there. | though 
he would be more relaxed. Hell | could even accept jones'n for a fix. | didnt expect this. 

"Good morning," | stretch. 

Nikki makes no reply. He continues staring at me awkwardly as he softly strokes my skin. 

"Have you changed your mind about me yet?" He asks almost sounding disappointed. 


| smile and shake my head no. 


"Jen," he says then pauses an eternity, "l-I dont know what to do now. dont know if | should go or stay..l dont 


know what any of this means to you..l.l.." 
"Last night was perfect,” | smile. 


"And today is a new day..but what did last night mean?" He asks. He seems more than confused. "Where do we 
stand?" 


"Where do you think we stand?" | ask as | study his expression. 


He shakes his head and shrugs, "I dont know." 


"| guess | dont know what youre asking." | reply. 
"D-did you want to be with me. mean do you? Do you wanna be with me?" 
| softly nod my head yes. 


He sighs and seems relieved. "Its just not a good idea for you to fall for me Jen | care about you and | dont 


wanna hurt you, but | know | will.lts what | do." 
"You wont," | try to assure him. 


He looks down, "Baby cant you see | already have.lve put you right in the middle of a world where you dont 


belong, Im toxic. hurt anyone who gets too close to me..l hurt anyone who cares." 


"would you please stop saying that..you dont know until you try." 


"Youre too good for me Jen.Im not what youre looking for." 
"yes you are." | whisper. 


Nikki lays his head down on my chest. "Im scared of this..this feeling that is just twisting me up inside. | know 


this is wrong..that Im all wrong for you." 


"Nikki," | begin, "loving someone is giving them the power to hurt you and praying that they dont. Its about 
acceptance..taking the bad with the good. Its unconditional and can see no wrongs. Its patient and understanding. | 
accept who you are and | trust and believe in you. | know youre not Nikki Sixx.in there is someone else who is 
good and decentln there is someone who hasnt ever truly been loved..and whether you know it or not you need 
someone like me who can understand all of this. Im not the person who is going to abandon you when you no 
longer suit my purpose. Im not the person who is going to try to change you into what | want. Im the person 
who will stand at your side through thick and thin. Im the one who will never judge you..Just stop fighting it 
and let it happen." 


Nikki looks up at me with tears in his eyes and lips parted attempting to speak. 
"Where..where have you been?" He cries collapsing back down on me hugging me tight. 


| hear him sobbing and | wonder if it is tears of joy or shame. He looks back up at me sniffling. "you have no 
idea how long lve waited for someone to tell me that." He kisses me softly and asks again looking deep into my 
eyes, "Where have you been?" He dries his tears and clears his throat. "They'll never let us be 
together..management..the world..The only way we can do this is if they dont know." 


| nod seeing his point. If they knew they would all drive a wedge in. They would destroy any shred of happiness 
we could have because it would be bad for business. Nikki was a rock sex god. This meant he couldnt be about 


anything but sex drugs and rock and roll. He still had to play this role, his career depended on it. Music was 
Nikki's dream, | didnt want him to lose it because of me. 


"It has to look like business as usual between me and you," he said. 
| nodded. "| agree." 


"We cant have traditional dates. We cant hold hands in public. We cant kiss.." he starts to shake his head, "Its 


not fair to put you through all this..this isnt a relationship.its a prison sentence." 


‘its ok.think of it as an adventure..like sneaking around behind parents backs..that always makes it so much 


more exciting when its forbidden 


Nikki finally cracks a smile, "where have you been?" When he says this he seems so in awe. He looks at me like 


Im one of the rediscovered wonders of the world. My heart swells at his envy of me. | can see he cares. | 


hope | show him what hes showing me. 
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CHAPTER 12: A Change For The Better 


In the months that follow the secret relationship between Nikki and | blossoms. During the day we look like we 
have a typical work relationship, even though EVERYBODY knows | am merely Nikki's baby sitter. At night we 
alternate on who sneaks into whose room. However sometimes we are stuck on the bus out on some lonely 
stretch of interstate. But the nighs when we are in a hotel are always so sweet. Nikki is really taking to the 
love of a good woman, Het not doing nearly as much coke. His drinking has slowed down. And | havent seen him 
touch one crumb of heroin. He has yet to tell me he loves me or | him, but Im fairly sure we both know. 
Nikki has so much love to give and he is giving it all to me. | must have heard the phrase ‘where have you 
been’ come from his lips a thousand times by now. There seems to always be a smile on his face and when he 
looks at me he looks completely mesmurized by me. He tells me that Im beautiful and so happy that Im his 
girl. When we make love its like something straight out of the movies or some cheezy romance novel. Ive 
never been with anyone like Nikki. To me he hung the moon. | think he finds it refreshing to finally have 


someone who can accept him for who he is and not what they can get out of him or try to make him into. 


As | lay across his bed | can feel him running his fingertips down my bare spine. Not many people know this 
but the fingertips of a bassist or a guitarist are hard and callused over. The strings sometimes cut them as 
they play. Over many years and many cuts the tips of the fingers are basically a collection of dead skin cells 


that are jagged and course. lve come to love this familiar scratchy sensation. 


About that time there is a knock on the door. We soon hear Tommy calling out. "Sixx! Hey dude lets go out | 


hear theres a really kickass club downtown!" 


Nikki sighs and says, "Wait here. Ill go get rid of him." He slides on a hotel robe and ties it and the waist and 


leaves the room to go answer the door. He opens it to Tommy's happy go lucky playful smile. 
"Hey dude..get dressed" Tommy very excitedly says. He is always loud when he is excited. 


"Dude," Nikki says scratching his head, "Im fine right here. lve got my own entertainment going on," he smiles 


and motions with his head towards the bedroom. 


Tommy tisks, "Dude you can get more pussy later. Come on bro, lets hang out. Its been a while since the 


terror twins did some terrorizing," Tommy urges him giving it his all. 


"No thanks bro.lm good,” Nikki tries to answer politely without offending Tommy. 

By now Tommy is beginning to wonder what is wrong with Nikki. Lately his behavior had made no sense to 
Tommy. He wasnt strung out and sick.why didnt he ever want to hang out and have fun anymore? Tommy 
seems almost hurt that Nikki would rather stay in his room with some girl. "Well fuck it dude. Ill just go next 
dor, scoop the baby sitter and drag her ass out. Shes gotta be bored to death." Tommy turns to leave. 


"N-no.." Nikki stammers, "Shes already out.with some friends.’ 

"Out with friends?" Tommy questions strangely, "Who? She doesnt know anyone but us." 

‘uh..ya know she didnt say," Nikki shrugs. 

Tommy looks at Nikki long and hard for a moment. He can read Nikki like a book and sees right through his 
charade. A coy smile creeps over his face. "Oh | get it dudel..You're fucking her!" 

“Shhhh," Nikki says trying to quiten him down. 

"Its true! Isnt it?" Tommy gleams. 

"Dude keep your voice down," Nikki says as he grabs Tommy and pulls him into the room. He shuts the door. 


"Where is she man? She in there?" Tommy asks pointing to the bedroom. 


"Bro nobody said she was here," Nikki sighs. 
"Oh bullshit Nikki.) know you dude! Youre totally fucking the baby sitter! Arent you?" He excitedly asks. 


"Keep your goddamn voice down dude!" Nikki halfway shouts. 


By now | can Tell that Tommy isnt going anywhere. So | pull on a robe and walk into the room where they both 


are. Tommy's jaw hits the floor when he sees me. 


"Dude! You are fucking the baby sitter!!!" 
Nikki sighs shaking his head because of how loud Tommy is being. 


"Way to go there bro!" 

"Look dude..you cant tell anyone," Nikki says. 

"Why is it a secret bro?" 

"Dude..come on.you know theyll never go for this shit.no fucking the help and shit.. 


"Dude your secret is safe with me," Tommy smiles putting a hand on his heart and raising his hand. 


chapter 13: Torn 


CHAPTER 13: Torn 


| can barely contain my excitement as Nikki and | board a plane for LA that night after the show. We're 
returning to Nikki's while the band has five days off. Im really looking forward to some down time with Nikki. | 
can see how tired he is from the road. Maybe without the nightly shows he will have no use for the coke. The 
first day back | plan to do nothing but sleep in Nikki's arms. The second day we arent getting out of bed. 
Hopefully we wont be straying too far from bed at all. 


| notice on the flight that Nikki is rather quiet. His mind seems to be preoccupied by something. My own 
excitement keeps me from thinking much about it. | just write it off as him being wiped out from the road. On 
the plane we have to keep up the charade of only a working relationship. We cant give the press anything to 
write about. | cant wait to land this plane and get Nikki alone. 


When the plane touches down in LA there is a limo to meet us. We get in and | see across from us a pale 

skinny guy with greasy hair. Nikki says hello to him and takes something from his hand. Before | can see what 
it is Nikki is rolling up his sleeve. Its then that | can see the syringe and that familiar brownish gold liquid. My 
heart sinks. | want to scream no but | know its no use. | can only sit helplessly and watch as Nikki shoots up in 


the back of the limo. 


He seems so calm and relaxed afterwards. He looks up to the grungy guy across from us with his heavily 

sedated eyes and mumbles, "This is my girl" The guy nods at me and extends a small brown paper sack out to 
Nikki. | can only assume as to what may be in it. Nikkis too high to even notice the disappointment on my face. 
Before we can make it to Nikki's house he has nodded off in the back of the limo. The nasty guy across from 


me seems to have that smacked out look on his face as well. 

When we finally arrive at Nikki's house | have to wake him up. "Nikki wake up..we're home." He opens his eyes 
and scans around for the brown paper bag which | have since put in my purse. "I have it, its in my purse," | 
tell him. 

He lets out a faint hint of a laugh, “Thats my girl, he struggles to get out! help him inside and get him to his 
room. | guess he passes out because he lays there without moving for hours as | watch some TV. MTV is 
playing their video for smoking in the boys room over and over. 

When he starts to stir | turn to look at him. Hes groggy but lucid. "Mmmm.wheres my shit?" He asks me. 

| walk over to my purse, pull it out and hand it to him. 


"Thanks baby," He says taking the bag and opening it. 


At a glance | notice there is alot of dope there, and more than one kind. It appears to be coke and heroin. | sit 


back and watch as he mixes the two together and injects them. He seems to maintain on that and | honestly 


cant tell which of the two is dominating him more. 


The next few days play out this way. There is no sweet love making as | had hoped. Nikki has no sex drive, the 
drugs seem to cancel it out. There is no cuddleing and hand holding and kisses. Nikki hasnt slept since we got 
here. Theres no dinner at resaraunts. Nikki never eats. There is nothing but the dope. | may as well not even 


be here. | dont think Nikki even notices that Im here at all. It would stand to reason that he most likely wouldnt 


notice if | were gone. 


On the fourth morning | stretch in Nikki's bed and open my eyes. The room is quiet and | assume Nikki is in 


another room. 

"Dont move." | hear Nikki saying. 

| turn my head to look and see him at the side of the bed on his knees on the floor. He is holding a gun 
stretched out in an aiming position across the bed. The barren of the gun is but a mere inch higher than my 


stomach. He is aiming at the window. | look to the window but | see nothing. The shade is pulled and the 


curtains drawn. 

"Nikki," | say. 

“Shhhh..listen.you hear em?" His eyes are wild and frightening. 

"No," | sigh, "| dont hear anything." 

About that time the gun goes off and | scream as if Nikki has shot me. | have to look and check to make sure 
that he hasnt. | look over at Nikki and find him reloading his gun. | dont know why, theres still plenty of shots 
left. "He aint getting in.goddamn Mexican motherfucker..." 


"You idiot!" | yell, "You could have shot mel" 


Nikki looks at me for a moment like hes comprehending what Im sayingthen | see his wild black eyes dart back 
over to the shattered window. Then he is grabbing me by the arm and pulling me from the bed. 


"Get down, theyre coming!!!" He drags me by my arm across the carpet and into the closet. He locks the door 
and puts his ear to the door. 


"Nikki theres nobody out there!" | yell. 
“Shhhh," he says struggling to hear. 


| start to look around at my surroundings. There are plastic lemons everywhere. Theres spoons, tin foil, 
candles, lighters, broken needles, blood stains, cigarette burns and buts, and Nikki's diary. Its like a dope heads 


club house. It looks like Nikki spends way too much time in here. Little do | know Im about to also. Its nine 
hours before Nikki comes down enough to listen to reason. He wont let me go to the bathroom or anything. | 


finally just jump up and leave tired of being party to his madness. 


If Mexicans get me then so be it!" | yell as | storm from the closet and go into the bathroom. | guess when 


he sees that they havent got me he starts to come around. This is not the five days off | was looking for. 


chapter 14: Experimentation 


CHAPTER 14: Experimentation 


When we go back out on the road Nikki doesnt go empty handed. He buys A LOT of heroin to take with him. 
Things had been going pretty good before when he didnt have any. Now hes basically smacked out all the time. 
Before a show he will shoot up his cocktail with coke and heroin. The rest of the time its mainly heroin. | never 
see him consume a liquid that isnt Jack Daniels. Hes peeing blood now. He tells me that hes fine and that if he 
slacks up on the whiskey itll stop. His skin looks almost transparent and he looks bloated but | can see his 
bones. He looks similar to a dog with worms. his hair is falling out in clumps. He has an absess on his foot that 
| keep watching for signs of infection Its been almost a month since he has touched me. Hes not spending any 
time with Tommy anymore. All he does is stay loaded on a bus or in a hotel room, rush through a show and 
do it all over again. It seems like hes always nodding off. Its hard to hold a conversation with him. He cant pay 


attention and any responses usually make no sense. 


| feel so in over my head and so alone. | try to tell Nikki this but it just doesnt register. Im so confused. 
Underneath all of this is a man who loves so much, who is sweet and giving. The drugs take it all away. They 
take Nikki away from me. | miss my sweet Nikki that smiles at me with a devious half grin. | miss those 
scratchy fingertips going across my skin. | miss the unusual greenish gray color of his eyes. | want so badly to 
have that connection | felt a month ago with him back. | miss him and we arent even apart. 

| look over to Nikki lying next to me in the bed. Even with only the light from the TV I can still make out the 
discolored bruises on him. They are on his arms, hands, legs, and feet. Its getting harder and harder for him to 
find a vein to inject into. Sometimes it takes him up to an hour to find one. He he gets so mad and frustrated. 
He throws a big fit and will go back to probing around. | wonder to myself why he simply doesnt smoke it or 
snort it. | think he is addicted to the act of injecting itself. 


On the night stand | can see a hypodermic needle already filled with heroin. He calls it his wakeup shot. | want 

so badly to know what is so powerful in that damn needle that it can have such a control over him. What does 
he feel when he gets high? To me it seems as if he puts so much on the line and chances sacrificing so much 
for this drug. Why? What secret does it hold? | really want to know. | have to know. If! can understand maybe 


| will know how to help him. 


| quietly get up out of the bed and tip toe over to the night stand on his side of the bed. | pick the needle up 
and examine it. | look down at my arm and contemplate trying the drug to know how Nikki feels. | carefully pick 
up Nikki's belt off the night stand, careful not to let the belt buckle make a noise. | stick my arm inside it and 
pull it tight. | hold it in my teeth as | have watched Nikki do a hundred times. | turn myself toward the light of 
the TV. | place the sharp tip of the needle over my vein | push it in and | see my blood rush into the syringe. | 
begin pushing down on the plunger. | start feeling a warmth, first in my arm, then in my chest and head. It 
feels like my chest is swelling and | cant take a breath. | cant breathe. Things begin going fuzzy and white, then 
everything just goes black. 


NIKKI'S PON. 


| wake up to the sensation of someone tugging on the covers. When | open my eyes | see Jen sliding down my 
side of the bed on her knees. Her eyes are rolled back in her head. | dont really understand what is happening. 
Then she just falls over onto her side on the floor. Its then that | see my belt dangling from her arm and one 


of my points from her vein 

"Oh fuck! Jen no! No baby..please God nol" | scream. 

| throw the covers back and fall to my knees next to her on the floor. | roll her onto her back and can see 
that her lips are already turning blue. | jerk the needle out of her arm and stand up. | drag her into the 
bathroom. It seems as if | lift her into the tub and turn the shower on in one motion. She isnt moving. | cant 
see her chest breathing. | turn her face toward me. | put my mouth over hers and blow hard. She starts 
coughing and her eyes open. 


"Jen!" | yell and start to shake her, "come on baby wake up!" 


Her eyes are just rolling around in the sockets. | can see her trying to focus on me and lift her head but it 


seems as if its too heavy. | can see the pink coming back to her lips so | know she has started breathing again 
"Come on baby wake up! Stay with mel” 


| hear moans coming from her but no words. | wrap my arms around her and pull her to me. Shes so limp in 


my arms. Everything is happening so fast | feel like Im on auto pilot. | dont have time to be scared or think 


yet. All | can think about is Jen. 


"Baby dont leave me..come on baby wake up." 


chapter I5: No Avail 


CHAPTER 15: No Avail 


My eyes open to the white tiles of a bathroom wall. Im cold. | turn my head slightly with a moan and see Nikki 


hovering on the floor next to me. He strokes my hair and kisses my forehead. 


"Jen," he says sounding so happy to see me. | can see trace signs of concern in his blackened eyes. "Oh baby," 


he sighs, "why the fuck did you do that?" 


At first Im a litle disoriented and confused. Im not entirely sure what hes talking about. Then the memories 
start to come back to me. | lift my head feeling droggy. Im on the bathroom floor next to the toilet. Nikki helps 


me sit up. | look around and can see vomit everywhere. 


"That was so stupid Jen What the fuck were you thinking?" He says moving my hair out of my face. "You 


could have died." 
| want to say something but what can | say? 
"Baby why?" He asks hugging me. 


"| wanted to..to understand.understand why you." Im finding it difficult to think straight enough to speak. | feel 


exhausted and my head is spinning. 


"Youre so fucking stupid Jen. You almost killed yourself," he said as he scooped me up in his arms and carried 
me out of the bathroom and to the bed. He gently lays me down and kneels next to me by the bed. He takes 


my hand in his and scans my face. "| almost lost you.” 
"l-I had to know.." | mumble. 


"Dont you ever do something that stupid again" He looks at me a moment longer and kisses my hand with a 


sigh. "Promise me.promise me you will never touch that shit again" 


| can only muster up enough strength to nod. Nikki seems ok with that. He bends over and kisses my forehead 
again He releases my hand and crosses over to his side of the bed. | can see him fumbling with the dope and 
putting some in a spoon | can see him grabbing a plastic lemon and squeezing out some juice. Hes about to cook 
himself up a shot. | almost die and hes going to get high?! | almost die on that very shit and all he can think 


about is another fix? 
"N-no Nikki," | mutter. 


"Jen | have to," he says holding up the spoon with a lighter under it. 


"No." | say and struggle to move. 
"baby | cant be sick and try to take care of you too." 
| cant believe this is happening. How can he shoot up after what happen? Why? 


"Dont worry baby.lts mostly coke." He assures me as if its any comfort at all. After what has happened to 


me Im terrified for his life. 
"Nikki.please dont." 


| cant believe this is the only thing on his mind right now. | guess its at this moment that | understand the 
true depravity of addiction. Its as if any morality of reason doesnt exist. No tragedy or near tragedy can seem 
to turn off that trigger impulse inside his brain. Its at this moment that | know without a doubt that | will 
never mean as much to him as this drug will. He would die for this. | know he wouldnt die for me. | suddenly 
feel stupid and nieve. | feel young and inexperienced. Nikki was right when he told me | didnt belong in his world. 


| dont belong in it. | question if theres even room for me in it. 


What am | doing here? What have | gotten myself involved in? Im in love with a man whos in love with 
something else. | cant begin to compare to his precious heroin A part of me wants to leave all this. Yet 
another part of me cant forget the Nikki that | know is buried inside of there under all the drugs. | cant 
forget the way he touches me. | cant forget his beautiful smile. | know its all still in there somewhere. | cant 
get his words out of my head, ‘where you been’. | know everyone he has ever known has walked out on him. | 
promised | wouldnt be that person. | promised him that | accepted him as he was. | promised him | wouldnt tell 


him to stop or try to change him. | cant just walk away. | love him. | love him so much. 


chapter SIXXteen: spiraling 


CHAPTER SIXXTEEN: Spiraling 


| awake in the night and find Nikki asleep next to me. | think | have finally come down from the roller coaster 
high that almost killed me. There is but one thought on my mind right now. | have to get rid of the heroin | 
have to get rid of what Nikki still has left. | have to put a stop to this madness. | know its the only way to 

bring Nikki back to me again | know its the only way | can attempt to save him. | cant keep doing this. | cant 
keep watching him risk his life for the control this drug has over him. | know now all to well what hes risking 


for it. His life is worth more than some damn drug. Hes better than this. | know he is. 


| sit up in the bed. My head is pounding and im still dizzy. | take a breath and rise to my wobbly legs. | feel as 
weak as a newborn kitten | want to sit back down but | have to take this opportunity while Nikki is asleep. | 
force myself to put one foot in front of the other. It takes all | have just to make it to Nikki's side of the bed. 
Im so exhausted. | dont even know how long its been since lve stood. Better yet, how long has it been since lve 
ate? My mouth is pasty and dry. But | have to get rid of the heroin 

In my mind | know that if | get rid of it Nikki will be unable to get more for a while. He will have no choice but 
to go through withdrawal. He will be sick for a few days and then he will get better. He will start smiling again 
He will start doing things again | know its in his best interest to get rid of this shit. 


| trudge on toward the night stand. | know its in the top drawer. My hand reaches for the drawer as | struggle 
to not fall flat on my face. | slowly and quietly slide the drawer open | see two bags inside. The room is dim 
and im not sure which is which. One is coke and one is heroin. | know the coke is white and the heroin is an off 
shade of white but its too dark to tell. | pick them both up and turn for the bathroom. Im so dizzy that | 
stumble and hit the night stand. | look over my shoulder and see Nikki's eyes open. | continue trying to make it 
to the bathroom. 


"Jen," he mumbles in a droggy voice. 
"Just going to the bathroom," | say struggling to get there. 
Im almost there when | can hear Nikki say, "What the fuck? What the fuck did you do with my shit?" 


By now Im inside of the bathroom. | keep trying to get closer to the toilet. In the light of the bathroom | take 
the off white powder and pour it into the toilet. About the time | do Nikki is standing in the doorway. 


"NO!" He calls out as | reach to the handle to flush it. "What the FUCK!" He looks on in horror and shock as it 


swirls around the bowl and disappears down the drain. 


| turn to look at Nikki and can see his eyes fill with rage. Everything goes slow motion as | watch his hand 
come up and unleash full force across my face. 


"You fucking bitch!" | fall to the floor, my face burning and pounding with pain. "Do you have any idea how 
much that shit cost? What the fuck is wrong with you?!" 


| look up at him from the floor crying. | cant believe he hit me. | cant believe this goddamn drug means this 
much to him. Im simply devistated that he could do this to me. He looks possessed. He looks like some evil 
stranger | dont even know. | then feel him jerk the bag of coke from my clinched hand. Then he grabs me by 


my hair. 
"You stupid bitch!" He drags me, kicking and screaming, back into the bedroom. 


He drops himself down on top of me and places his hands around my throat and starts choking me. | grab at 
his wrists trying to get his hands off me. | can feel my eyeballs buldging and | cant breathe. | cant believe 
Nikki is doing this to me. | squirm and kick and try my best to stop him. Im staring into Nikki's eyes but Nikki 
isnt there. Im face to face with a black eyed demon. This isnt MY Nikki. MY Nikki would never do this to me. 
MY Nikki loved me. This person wasnt MY Nikki. This person wanted me dead for flushing his stash of precious 
dope. This person is quickly choking the life out of me. | try to beg him to stop but hes squeezing so tight that 
| cant get a single sound out. Then sounds began sounding distant. The stranger before me started to blur. 


Then there was nothing, no light or sound remained. 


chapter I]: Decisions 

CHAPTER IT: Decisions 

When my eyes open again it is daylight. My head hurts. | slightly turn my head and can feel pain in my neck as 
well. | turn my head and can see Nikki sitting against the wall with his knees to his chest looking at me. | begin 
remembering everything that had happened. | remember the cold uncaring look in his eyes as he pinned me to 
the floor with his hands around my throat. Yeah | remember this stranger. However now he doesnt look so 
evil. Now he looks a bit concerned. He is covered in sweat..or maybe its water. He makes a move for me and | 
jump and scramble across the floor until my back is pinned by the bed. 


"Jen.its ok," he says softly, still coming for me. 


Im scared of him. | honestly dont know what to expect from him anymore. But | certainly know now what hes 


capable of. He extends his hand out to me. Its shaking. Hes shaking. 


"Baby its ok." Im cornered and | cant move. | bury my face into the side of the bed and try to shield it from 


any blows. "Baby please dont be scared.Oh god Jen, Im so fucking sorry." | can feel tears forming in my eyes. 
Im scared. Im nervous. | dont trust him. | feel his shaking hand touch my shoulder and | cringe. 


"Please baby dont be scared. Im not gonna hurt you. | sware to fucking god" | can feel his fingers on my 


jawline gently trying to get me to turn my head. 

| slightly turn and look at him through the strands of my hair in my face. Nikki looks so worried. His face 
doesnt look twisted and demented anymore. It looks like this may be my Nikki again. He gently moves my hair 
from my face and looks at me. | can see his eyes swelling with tears as he draws in his breath. His eyes are 
darting about and seem to take in every square inch of my face. 

"Baby Im so fucking sorry," he says shaking his head in disbelief. 

"Nikki" | say as if Im genuinely concerned as to wether or not its really him. 


| sware to god baby this will never ever happen again" A tear rolls down his cheek. 


"Im so sorry baby. Oh god.how can you ever forgive me for this. Now youre going to leave me too arent 


you?" 


Im paralyzed with fear and cant get a word out. | can see Nikkis concern. | can see his tears. But theyre not 


really registering in my brain 


Nikki lays his head in my lap and clutches at my clothes sobbing. "Im so sorry baby. Please dont leave me too. 


I-I'll die without you.lve waited my whole life for someone like you..now youre gonna leave me. Oh god | fucked 
up. | fucked up baby and Im so sorry. sware to fucking god it will never happen again.Oh baby Im so 


sorry..You have no idea how fucking sorry | am.| hate myself so fucking much Jen" 


About that time | look down and see red scratch marks accented by little dots of dried blood. The insides of 
his arms are covered in this. "Your arms.." | say but my words come out sounding hoarse. My throat aches 


as they come out. | try to swallow but it hurts even worse. 


Nikki grabs at me even tightler. His knuckles are white and | can hear him sobbing loudly. "I thought | killed 


you..! thought. couldnt live without you. | love you so much Jen" 


My heart wants to melt. Hes finally told me he loves me. Yet | still cant forget what has happened. Im still 
afraid. 


"I know | fucked it all up..didnt 1? | told you Id only hurt you..and | have. Youre gonna leave me now and its all 
my goddamn fault. hate myself for what Ive done to you.! told you | hurt anyone who gets too close. tried 
to tell you Jen.| knew Id fuck it all up.! should have pressed down harder and killed myself. should put my 
fucking gun in my mouth.| dont deserve to fucking live..All you did was try to help me.just..” His sobs give way 


and he can no longer get his words out. | look down and gently touch his shoulders in my lap. 

"N-Nikki..oh god." | say and start crying too. 

Nikki sits up and takes me in his arms, holding me close to him as we both cry. "I cant live without you Jen. 
love you so much.please dont leave me.| swear to fucking god Ill never lay another hand on you. Im so fucking 


sorry, please dont leave me.ll die without you baby. know | will." 


| dont know what to say. | dont know what to think. Hes telling me he loves me and | want to believe it. | want 


to feel it. | want to feel this. "I love you too," | hoarsely say. 
Nikki presses his lips to mine and kisses me. He moves away and looks at me with a wet face and red crying 
eyes. "Oh baby." He lets out a relieved smile and kisses me again, this time much more passionately. He kisses 


me for a while. He kisses my neck and hugs me again. 


We sit there crying and clinging to one another. Then Nikki jerks aray and scrambles across the floor with a 


hand over his mouth. 


"Im gonna be sick." 


chapter I8: Surprise 
CHAPTER 18: Surprises 


In the weeks that follow my beloved Nikki finds his way back to me again Just when | think that its over and 
all hope has been lost he comes back. Now | know he loves me and he is doing all he can to show me. We still 
have to keep our love hidden from everyone, everyone but Tommy.Tommy seems really happy that we have 


one another. | think a part of Tommy believes Im the only thing keeping Nikki alive. Nikki tells me this too. 

| havent seen Nikki stick one single needle into himself lately. Things seem to be better. However | cant allow 
myself to embrace that everything is in fact better. Every time | start to think that something happens. | find 
myself constantly waiting for the bottom to fall out. It has happened so many times before. Like some 
recovering drug addict | find myself taking it just one day at a time. 

| awake to a sick feeling in my stomach. | move back the covers. The movement of them across my bare 
breasts seems to hurt. | rush to the bathroom and fall to my knees in front of the toilet. | heave and vomit. 
Nikki must hear me because when | look up hes standing in the doorway. 

“Baby..you ok?" 

| nod, "Yeah | woke up feeling sick." 

| watch as Nikki seems to turn pale and hes already pretty pale. Even his lips look pale. | wonder if | should 
move away from the toilet. Does he need to throw up? Has he got whatever Ive got? Did we eat something 
bad? But wait.Nikki doesnt eat. | see him standing there frozen to that spot like hes seen a ghost or is about 
to spray chunks all over the floor. 

"You ok?" | ask him. 

He grabs the door frame and lowers himself to the floor. "Oh Jen." he says looking at me. He looks like he has 
the unfortunate duty of telling my whole family has died in an accident or something. He puts his hand to his 
mouth and can only stare at me. Now Im wondering If Im covered in blood or something. 

"Whats wrong?" | ask him. 

| see him take a deep breath and look down. "Baby..get dressed. Im calling a doctor." 

"I feel better now.really you dont have to call” 


"Just get dressed baby." He sighs as he stand and turns to go back into the room. 


| can hear him on the phone asking the front desk to send up a doctor. | go and get some fresh clothes from 


my suitcase and return to the bathroom to get dresseda few minutes later | can hear Nikki talking to 
someone. | can only assume its the doctor. | open the door to see Nikki standing there with his arms folded and 
looking to the ground nodding. He looks over and smiles at me weakly. The doctor then starts walking over to 
me. 

"Hello Im Dr. Jacobs." 


"Hilm really feeling much better..theres no need to." 


He extends a cup out to me. "I just want to check a few things to make sure. Could you please give me a urine 


sample." 

| look at him strangely then to Nikki who is still giving me some fake smile to hide what hes really thinking. He 
just nods at me, urging me to do it. So | do and leave the sample on the back of the toilet. | exit the bathroom 
and the doctor enters it. | sit on the bed looking at Nikki. He seems as if he knows something | dont. 

| watch him silently for a while before | finally ask, "Whats going on?" 

About that time the doctor exits the room. 

Nikki's posture straightens as he looks to the doctor. The doctor nods and simply leaves the room. | look to 
Nikki in confusion not understanding what has happened. Nikki loses that sympathetic smile on his face and 
crosses over to me looking down like hes ashamed. 

"Would you please tell me what the hell is going on?" | ask. 

Nikki's lips part and he looks as if he wants to tell me something but he isnt. | can tell from his eyes and 
scrunched up eyebrows how conflicted his thoughts seem to be. What the hell was going on. Nikki sticks a 
finger out and points at my stomach. | glance down.what is he pointing at? He then runs that finger down my 
stomach. "Im sorry Jen," he shrugs shaking his head. 

"For what? Would you please tell me what the hell is going on?" 

"I-LI fucked up Jen." 


| have no clue what hes talking about. 


"Youre pregnant." he almost whispers shamefully. 


chapter 19: Unexpected Shit 


CHAPTER 19: Unexpected 


| lie back on the table with pictures of roses on the ceiling. My guts are tied in knots. Im alone and Im scared. 
Nikki has to do a photo shoot and interview and cant be here with me. | dont blame him for not coming. | wish 


| wasnt here either. For the most part this is against my will. 


Nikki and | talked for weeks about this, we fought, we cried, but in the end Nikki convinced me | had to go 
through with this abortion. We couldnt risk anyone finding out. It would be bad on Nikki. Besides what kind of life 
was this for a child? A drug addicted rock star father that would never be around? Nikki didnt want to bring a 
child into all of this! know hes right. He cant be a father. Yet, | do want to be a mother. 


| just wish Nikki and | could have met in a different life. | wish we would have had a chance before Motley 
Crue and before the drugs. Nikki could have been such a great father in another life and time. | know he hates 
having to do this. Hes drinking alot again. Hes acting rebellious and doing whatever he can to keep his mind off 
this. This all feels so bad and so wrong. | feel like we are playing god. 


A doctor and a nurse walk in to start my procedure. "Good morning Jennifer. My name is Dr. Timmons and Ill 


be doing the procedure. This is nurse Deena 


The nurse smiles to me sympathetically and takes my hand. | watch as the doctor holds up a needle. "Ok now 
Im going to give you a shot to numb the area. You may feel a little pinch. Just try to remain still" | then see 
him disappearing between my legs with it. | feel a piercing sensation and try to stay still. 


"Ok Jennifer now Im going to insert a series of rods to dilate your uterus. You will fill pressure but it shouldnt 


hurt." 


| feel tears rolling from the corners of my eyes as he stick about three different rods inside me. | then hear 


him flip a switch on a machine and | can hear a suction sound. 
"Ok sweety that sound you hear is a suction machine its like a tiny vacume cleaner." 
"STOP! | cant do this." 


"Ok. III stop." 


| just cant go through with it. | can not do this. | cant kill something that is so innocent and a part of me and 
more importantly a part of Nikki. | know hes not in the best of shape. | know he never had a father and has no 
clue how to be one, but | love him. He loves me. | know that if | just give him some time he will come around 
about the baby. He'll grow to love it just as | do. 

| return to the hotel to tell Nikki that | couldnt go through with it. When | enter the hotel room | see him 


sprawled out on the bed. He looks to me with sedated eyes. | know that look. | dont even need to see the visual 
aid next to the bed, spoon, cotton balls, plastic lemon, candle, and syringe. Its painfully obvious that hes scored 
heroin again. 

"It done?" He mumbles. 

| am too speechless to even answer. 

‘Im sorry Jen.for putting you through that.| pray you can forgive me." 


"N-Nikki..l.." 


"its not fair.not fair for some poor kid to be stuck with a fuck up like me for a dad.l dont know how to be.be 
a dad," he mutters. 


"Dont say that." 


'If the record company knew they would have made you anyway..they cant lose their cash cow.lm no use to 
them sober..No use.." Hes starting to nod off now. 


| just stand there and watch. | want to tell him the good news. 


His eyes re-open. "Im glad its gone..never was good with kids anyway..they always need shit.gotta take care of 


em." His eyes close again 


Tears form in my eyes. Had | been all wrong about Nikki? Did he really not want this baby? Should | have went 
through with the abortion? 


"Mmmm," he mumbles, "would have been a cute kid though..coulda had your nose." Hes fading out again 
"Nikki," | say. 

"Hummm." he mumbles from his throat: 

"Did you really not want the baby? | mean was it your choice? Nobody elses. just yours?" 

"Im nobodys father..would you want me as a dad? The kids better off." 

| just cant tell in Nikki's current state how he really feels. | decide to wait until he sobers up to tell him. Right 
now just isnt the time for an important talk like that. Hes in no shape for discussing the situation. | take off 
my shoes and go lie next to him on the bed. | lay my head on his chest and listen to his heart beating slowly. | 


know a part of him wants this baby. His words seem to suggest that hes quite conflicted over it. He seems to 
put all the blame for why its a bad idea on himself. | have to try to give him more self esteem about himself. 


| want to have his baby and | want him to want it as much as | do. 


chapter 20: Waiting 

CHAPTER 20: Waiting 

| patiently wait over a month to Tell Nikki that | didnt go through with the abortion. However there is never a 
moment in which | can bring it up. Nikki is back on heroin again. Im two and a half months pregnant and he 
doesnt even know. My lower stomach is getting hard but he never touches me to feel it. Im running out of 
time. Soon the whole world is going to know. | know | cant tell them that its Nikki's. All hell would break loose 


for us if anyone knew. What am | gonna do? | have to just come clean with Nikki and get it over with. 


| roll over in the bed and face Nikki. As usual he is nodding in and out of consciousness. He sees me looking at 


him and reaches over and takes my hand. | look at his loose fingers intertwined in mine. 
"Nikki." | say 

"Hum." he barely manages to moan 

"Do you ever think about the baby?" | ask. 

"baby?" He asks as if he has either forgotten or has no clue what Im talking about. 
"Yeah..the baby." 

"What baby?" He mumbles. 

"Our baby Nikki." 

"We dont have a baby Jen." he says trying to look at me. 

| look down. "If we did." | nervously say. 

"Theres no baby." 

| mean if there was..dont you ever think about it?" | ask hopefully. 

Nikki looks at me and slightly nods. 

"You do?" | ask feeling my heart swell. 

"| wish. wish it never happen.wish | could take it all back" 


Im not entirely sure what he means. 


‘Im a coward. should have handled shit differently..| should have been there with you.lm sorry | wasn't there." 
"How would it be if we had a second chance to do it over? would you do things differently. 

He nods. "| would have held your hand.| would have been more careful in the first place." 

"Would you have ever wanted to keep it?" | ask. 

Nikki sits up and eans over to the nightstand to prep a fix. 

"Would you please talk to me..What are you feeling?" 


"Guilt.shame. | regret Im not a better man." He squeezes some lemon juice into a spoon and begins stirring 


the heroin in it. 
"But the baby." | ask. 
"its better off.better off never being born" 


My eyes feel with tears. Its no use. Nikki doesnt want this baby. What am | doing? | cant force him to want it. 
| cant force something like this on him. It will only make him reject it all the more. | watch as he spikes his 
vein and lets out that moan he gets when it starts coursing through his veins. Heroin is the only thing he 


wants. Its the only thing he can truly love. | know what it is | have to do. 


In the middle of the night while Nikki slept in a doped out coma | packed my things. It was time for me to go 
before the baby became obvious. | would just have it on my own without Nikki. God knows | love him, but | love 


our baby more. | have only one place to go and thats back to my parents. How will | ever explain this to them? 


So | boarded a flight for Charleston. Im scared. Im all alone. And Im pregnant with Nikki Sixx's baby. | know | 
cant tell my parents that Im knocked up by a roc star on heroin. | have to come up with something to tell 
them. Part of me wonders if Nikki will look for me. Hes so high and out of it he may not even realize Im gone. 


Either way, | have to do whats right. | have to fight for my baby. 


chapter 2l: Gone 


CHAPTER 2l: Gone 

NIKKI'S POV 

| wake up with my head reeling from last night. What time is it? | lift my head searching for a clock and see 
that its close to noon. | look to Jen's side of the bed but | dont see her. Is this her room or mine? | honestly 
have no clue. | look around the room and see none of Jen's things so it must be my room. | sit up on the side 
of the bed and reach for my wake up shot. | search for a vein for some thirty minutes with no luck. Just 
about all of them have dried up on me. Before | can find one there is a knock at my door. | turn my head and 
look It must be Jen | lay the needle on the night stand and cross over to the door. 

When | open it | expect to see Jen, but instead its Tommy. 

"Hey bro," | nod. 

"Dude," He says shaking his head and looking down. "Im sorry bro." 


Sorry | wonder. What does he have to be sorry about? Dis something happen and | dont remember it? "For 
what?" 


"Dude you dont have to act like it dont matter man.lts me." 

"Tommy | dont know what youre talking about man" 

"You can drop the act dude. | know how much she meant to you." 

"Dude what the fuck are you talking about?" | ask again 

"Jen dude." He says. 

"What about her man?" | ask. | wish he would go away so | could finish what | was doing. 
"Im talking about her leaving bro." 

| shrug, "She probably just went out shopping or some shit." 

"No bro," Tommy shakes his head. "shes gone." 


"what do you mean shes gone?" | ask not really getting his point. 


"Dude.she packed her shit and left. Joe put her in a cab for the airport this morning at Zam.shes gone dude." 
| stand there and wait for the impact of his words to hit me. She left me? But she promised she would never 
leave me. What had | done to drive her away. Had something happened last night? | cant remember. | try to 
save face to Tommy by shrugging it off. 

"Chicks dude." 

"dude you dont have to be all hard and act like it doesnt matter. | know how much you loved her: 

| glance to the floor. "Apparently not enough. huh?" 

"Bro Im sorry.” Tommy says reaching out to hug me. 

| think the shock is starting to set in now. Id lost her. What had | done that | normally dont do? 

"You gonna be ok bro?" Tommy asks backing away from me. 

| nod out of reflex 

If you need me dude.or if you want some company Im just a few doors down 

| nod again. "yeah thanks: 

Tommy leaves and | walk back into the room. It seems so different now that | know shes gone. | knew | was 


going to drive her away too. What the fuck is wrong with me. | sit back down on the bed and reach for my 


heroin | need something for the pain 


chapter 22: Without You 


Author's Notes: 
this is personally my favorite chapter 


CHAPTER 22: Without You 
NIKKI'S POV 


My head is reeling from too much coke. Slight paranoia is setting in because | can sware | hear people talking 
about me in the hallway. Nothing a little heroin cant fix. | find myself staying even more loaded than normal. Its 
difficult to get through the shows. Last night | sat on Tommy's drum rising for over half of the show. Im 
drinking almost three fifth of Jack a day. | guess | just dont care anymore. What reason is there to care 
anymore? Jen is gone. She was the only thing | got out of bed for. She was that tiny sense of reason in the 
back of my head that told me "No Sixx, dont shoot up I0 cc's." She was what little restraint | had. But now 


shes gone and Im worse off than | was before | met her. 


Im puking and pissing blood again. | have to wear hats or bandannas all the time because lve lost so much hair 
| almost look like a cancer patient. lve had to resort to shooting up in my neck and dick now because all the 
rest of the veins in my body have dried up. My skin is a greenish grey again. My eyes are sunk so far into 
my head they look like they may soon come out of the back. The black circle around them never fade. | look 


like Im in vampire make up for halloween when | apply the eyeliner before a show. 


| feel like shit. | feel like Im at deaths door knocking and no one will let me in. | dont even care anymore. | have 
no desire to save myself. Jen was my only reason for caring and shes gone. | dont even know how long its been 
since she left. But when she did she took all that was still good in me with her. | have no reason to live 
without her. | long for death. | long for the release from this fucked up mangled coil. There has to be 


something more than this. Jen was trying to show me and give me more but | fucked it all up. 


| said and did so many wrong things. | hurt her in so many ways. She never did anything but love me and what 
did | do? | broke her heart and chased her away. | honestly cant blame her. Its a miracle she put up with me 
as long as she did. She had to be some sort of an angel. What girl in her right mind could love a junkie like me? 
Im unlovable. Im like a tornado that destroys everything in my path. Even my own parents had the sense to 


abandon me. They must have known all along that | was no good. 


My mind wanders off to one of the last things Jen said to me. She asked me if | ever thought about the baby. 
| should have said yes. | did think about the baby | made her kill. | felt awful about it but | just couldnt talk 
about it with her. | didnt know how. All | knew how to do was kill it and numb it with heroin. | should have 
opened up to her. Now its too late. Now | find myself thinking about that baby all the time. | cant help but 
think that Jen might still be her if it wasnt for that abortion. Im such an asshole for forcing her to go 


through with it. 


Did | make the wrong choice? Should | have played the hand | was dealt? | could have at least tried. | should 
have tried. Looking back | dont really think | looked at the baby as the end of the world. | think | looked at it as 
a reason that | would stop having to use drugs? What is wrong with me? The rest of the guys know when to 
stop. Why cant | ever see when its time to stop? Why do | love the drugs so much. They continue to take and 
take from me but | love them still. Theyre killing me and Im graciously letting them. What the fuck is wrong 
with me? At this rate | will never see my 30th birthday. Go ahead, ask me if | even care. 


Im honestly ready for it all to just be over. Its not fun anymore. Nothing is fun anymore. | remember when 
music was my life and my wife. Slowly Im throwing it away. Im too loaded to try to write songs. Im too loaded 
to play an entire show without sitting down. Im too loaded to meet fans. Im too loaded to talk to reporters. In 
all of my publicity shots | look awful, riddled from the years of hard drug use. There is but one thought on 


my brain most of the time..dope. 


| miss the ambition | used to have to be a rock star. | truly was unstoppable. | lived and breathed music. All | 
wanted was a record deal. | never gave any thought to all the things that would come with it. | dont think any 
of us did. Ignorance was such bliss. Fame has changed me and its not for the better. Its turned me into a 
junkie. | dont know who my real friends are. Im surrounded by people who just want to be close to a rock star. 


Jen was the only one that was different. | knew | would only hurt her. | hate myself for hurting her. 


| wonder where she is. | wonder if shes happy. Does she think about me or miss me at all? Has she moved on 
yet? Has she found someone who will love her the way she deserves to be loved? Some one who wont hit her 
or choke her or call her names? She deserves the best. Some one should have given her a trophy for dealing 
with me for so long. At least she had the good sense to cut her losses and get the hell away from my 


Toxicity. | honestly wish her all the best. 


chapter 23: Giving Up 
CHAPTER 23: Giving Up 
TOMMYS PON. 


Something in Sixx died when Jen left him. He stays so loaded now he can barely walk Crew has to literally 
dress him before a show. Then | have to go in and shoot him full of coke. Its hard finding a vein, | usually have 
to shoot it straight into his jugular. It makes him come around enough to do the show, but his heart just isnt 
in it anymore. Once we get off stage he vanishes quicker than smoke. The only thing he can think about is 
getting out of there and back to his null and void state. 


When Nikki is high on the heroin he is reduced to the state of an infant. He never talks to me anymore. He is 
always alone. He has no interest in his fans. He doesnt even seem like he wants to be Nikki Sixx anymore. He 
looks like he has a death wish. He looks like he already has one foot in the grave. Weve all tried to get him to 
see a doctor but he wont. Hes afraid | think of what they would tell him. If this keeps up hes not going to 
make it to the end of this tour. | wish | knew how to help him. 


That night before the show | can see Doc beating on Nikki's door. 
"Get the fuck up you little shit!" He pounds on the door. 


"Whats up?" | ask, "cant get Sixxer up again?" Waking nikki takes air raid horns and sirens these days. | walk to 
the door. "Come on dude, its show time!" | turn to see the hotel manager with keys. He opens Nikkis door for 
us. 


Its pitch black in the room. Doc flips on the light and | see Nikki sprawled out on the bed on his stomach. 
"Come on dude," | say grabbing his arm and rolling him over. | instantly notice his lips are blue. Then | see the 
needle stuck in his ankle. "Call an ambulance!" | shout. | can see he isnt breathing. | begin pounding on this chest. 


"You stupid fuck! Come on.breathel" 


The room is quickly starting to fill with people. "Does anybody know CPR?" Doc shouts. Someone comes over 
and attempts it. Time just stopped for me as | stood there looking at Nikki. He was fucking dead. The stupid jerk 
had finally killed himself. Was he happy now. What a selfish son of a bitch. 


Paramedics finally came. They instantly loaded him on a stretcher. My heart fell to the floor as they threw a 
sheet over his face. | knew if they werent even trying to save him he must have really been gone. | wanted to 
go with him. | wanted to go where they took him. | couldnt leave him even though he had had no problem 
leaving all of us. 


They loaded him in an ambulance. | just couldnt stop staring at that sheet over him. | was distracted by the 


paramedic. "Oh shit youre Tommy Lee. Im a huge crue head mani he looks from me to the gurney, "who have 


we got here? A friend of yours?" 
"N-Nikki Sixx," | manage to say. 


The paramedic rips back the sheet. "Holy shit!" He quickly begins searching for things with fumbling hands. He 
fills a syringe, holds it to the light and climbs on top of Nikki. "Nobody dies in my ambulance." 


He plunged down in a stabbing motion into the side of Nikkis heart but nothing happens. He fills the needle again 
and plunged down hard once more. | see Nikki's eyes open and he lifts his head. He says something but its 
jibberish. 

"Nikki! Fuckin shit dude you must be related to a cat!" 


the paramedic began putting in IVs and getting vitals. Nikki was fucking dead and gone and this guy saved him. | 
dont know how but he did. | have to let everyone know that he made it. | cant believe he did. 


"Dude.he was dead right?" | ask the paramedic. 
"Yes for over two minutes." 
"How did you bring him back?" 


"Adrenalin. It sort of kickstarts the heart. It took alot but | couldnt let Nikki Sixx die on my watch." 


chapter 24: In The End 


CHAPTER 24: In the End 


"YESTERDAY MOTLEY CRUE BASSIST NIKKI SIXX WAS PRONOUNCED DEAD FROM A HEROIN OVERDOSE. 
AMAZINGLY PARAMEDICS WERE ABLE TO REVIVE HM WITH ADRENALINE." 


Jen's ears couldnt believe what she was hearing. Her worst fears had almost come true. She would never get 
over it if Nikki died. She had to go to him. She had to see him. She had to tell him about the baby. What if she 


never got another chance? 


| called Doc to find out where Nikki was. Doc blamed the whole thing on me for leaving and not being there to 
keep an eye on him. Eventually he told me what hospital he was in. | wasted no time in boarding a plane and 


rushing to his side. 


When | got to the hospital | could feel myself shaking all over. | had no idea what to say or what to expect. | 
stood outside his door trying to find the strength to go in Finally | pushed the door open and could see him 
asleep in the bed. There were tubes in his nose and three IVs in his arms. He looked so bad. He looked like a 
stranger. | walked over to the bed and slid my hand into his. 


"Nikki?" 


His eyes slightly parted. He looked at me as if he didnt know me right away but | soon saw recognition 
registering. "Jen?" He asked hoarsely. 


"its me," | answered. 

"where you been?" he asked with tears in his eyes. "I never though | would see you again." 

| heard about.| just wanted to see. | had to know you were ok." 

"I told you | couldnt live without you..without you Im nothing Jen. You make me wanna be better. When you left 
| just couldnt take it. | felt so guilty.guilty | chased you away. Guilty for the baby.| shouldnt have made you 
get rid of it." 

| glance down looking for a way to tell him about the baby. 

"You asked me once if | ever thought about it.thats all | could think about when you left. Not even the heroin 


made it hurt any less... was wrong Jen. | should have been a mon. | should have told the world | loved you and 


we were going to have a baby. fucked it all up. | drove a wedge between us. broke your heart.If | could take 
it all back | would. Id marry you and be the husband you deserved and the father that baby needed.Ill never 


forgive myself Jen" 


| gently take nikkis hand and place it on my six month pregnant belly. It takes Nikki a moment to look at what 


hes touching. He looks up to me with a shocked expression. He seems relieved. 


| couldnt go through with it. | couldnt kill that little part of you growing inside of me. | loved you too much. | 


loved it too much.| tried to tell you so many times but you were so smacked out..." 


Nikki wraps his arms around me tightly. "Baby Im so sorry. God | love you. promise | will make things right. Ill 
get clean. We'll get married and we will be happy..Just give me the chance to show you..lll never hurt you 


again." 


Nikki kept his promise after alot of rehab he did get completely sober. Three months later he and Jen had a 
son together. The following spring they had a huge celebrety wedding. Nikki was a wonderful father. And to Jen 
a loyal and loving husband. They ended up having two more children, both daughters. Eventually they were 
blessed with five grand kids and two great grandchildren. They never spent a night apart for the rest of their 
lives. They had a long and good life together. They died happy with the lives they had had. 


the end 


